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Ye tradefull Merchants, that, with weary toyle,

Do seeke most pretious things to make your gain;

And both the Indias of their treasure spoile;

What needeth you to seeke so farre in vaine ?

For loe, my love doth in her selfe containe

All this worlds riches that may farre be found:

If Saphyres, loe, her eies be Saphyres plaine;

If Rubies, loe, hir lips be Rubies sound;

If Pearles, hir teeth be Pearles, both pure and round ;

If Yvorie, her forehead Yvory weene;

If Gold, her locks are finest Gold on ground;

If Silver, her faire hands are Silver sheene:

CBut that which fairest is, but few behold,
Her  mp^_?f^n d_ jyiVK-jHajauac-ma nifolA,
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How long shall this lyke dying lyfe endure,
And know no end of her owne mysery,
But wast and weare away in termes unsure,
Twixt feare and hope depending doubtfully !
Yet better were attonce to let me die,
And shew the last ensample of your pride;
Then to torment me thus with cruelty,
To prove your powre, which I too well have tride.
But yet if in your hardned brest ye hide
A close intent at last to shew me grace;
Then all the woes and wrecks which I abide,
As meanes of blisse I gladly wil embrace;

And wish that more and greater they might be,
That greater meede^at last may turne to mee.
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